THE BEMINISCENCES OF GAEL SCHURZ
was one of the three young men who in that July night, 1849,
had been conducted by him from Rastatt to the Rhine. In
answer I expressed my joy at the receipt of his letter, and
requested him to write again, but I have heard nothing from
him since.

In an unexpectedly short time the boatman put us
ashore in a dense growth of willows. It was between two and
three o'clock in the morning, and as the surroundings seemed
to be rather uninviting, we resolved to sit down upon old
stumps of trees and there to await the light of day. At daybreak
we arose to look for the nearest Alsatian village; but soon we
discovered that we were on an island. A little house which
stood in the middle of the island seemed to be the abode of a
frontier guard of the grand duchy of Baden. So it looked as if
we were still in the enemy's country, and as if the boatman from
Coblenz had deceived us. The shutters and the doors of the little
house were closed. We listened, but heard no sounds inside. A
rapid run over the island convinced us that, excepting us three,
there was no human being on it. We went to the water's edge
opposite Alsatia, and in the rising sunlight saw on the other side
two men whom we soon recognized to be French customs
officers. We called out to them across the water that we were
fugitives and desired to be taken over. One of the men came
over to us in a little skiff and took us across to Alsatian soil. We
gave up our arms to him and assured him and his comrade, amid
great laughter, that we had brought with us from Rastatt
nothing else subject to tariff duty. When I felt myself now
really in freedom and security, my first impulse was, after a
silence of four days, to shout as loudly as I could. My com-
panions had the same feeling, and so we burst forth to our
hearts' content, watched with great astonishment by the
French officers, who may have taken us foj: madmen. We had

[888] of musketry at a distance.
